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SCENE IN A NEVADA COURT.
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CLOSE QUARTERS.

You're hiding rebels In the houso
Wi'out tlin leave o' inn.

ScnIIUh Ballad.
I am a Geornia gentleman, and served

tlic South during those four oruciul
years which one side calls " our lato
struggle for Independence," and

' tho other stigmatizes as "the rebellion."
In a skirmish before Fredericksburg
f wits taken prisonor, and was sent
North with a squad of follow-misfo- r-

tnnato to Point Jookout. 1 hence,
alter a wline, a number of us were
transferred to Fort Delaware.' During
tne journey wmie tne train was run
ning at slack speed, about fifteen miles
from Baltimore, I managed to jump off
of it. 1 took the leap literally in the
dark, not knowing whore I was going to
land, for it was growing dusk, and the
day was the 2d of February. There
was snow upon the ground, and I slip
ped as I struck the track, rolling over
and over until I brought up in a snow-
drift below a steep embankment, and
saw the lights of the receding engine
nasning arouna a curve in tne roaa. as
soon as I could rnllv mv wits. I Fathered
myself up, and turned my face toward
Baltimore.

After walking a few miles I saw the
hazy glow thnt hangs at night over a
largo city. 1 had never beou in Alary-lan-d.

I had no friends and no ac-

quaintances there. I had no money,
and felt faint for want of food ; but I
knew that Baltimore was a sort of out-
work to the Southern Confederacy, and
that I was likely to find aid and sympa-
thy amonerst its women; while I knew
likewise that I had better steer clear of
any men I met, as most of those who
favored the Confederate cause had gone
already into tne southern army.

At Point Lookout I had observed sev
eral letters directed by some of our
prisoners to Miss nanny Lewis, 184
keade Street, Baltimore. As I walked
on I kept repeating this address over
anil over. . 1 baa no idea who Miss Fan.
ny Lewis was, nor, for that matter, had
my friends at Point Lookout, though
they were in the habit of addressing
tier, according to tne prison etiquette.
as "My Dear 'Cousin." They only
know she was a charitable lady who
sent boxes of good food and cast-of-f
clothing to the prisoners, while thev in
return made rings for her out of their

and inlaid them with
mother-of-poa- cut from their shirt
studs.

I entered Baltimore toward the east,
and presuming on the universality of
that great law, " wsstward the course
of fatshion takes its way," I walked on
nntil I found myself, about half-pa- st

nine o'clock in what seemed a fashiona
ble quarter of the city. Presently I
reached a church a Roman Catholic
church, I presumed, from the cross up
on its front and I observed that several
ladies who came out of it had prayer-book- s

with gilt crosses in thoir hands,
I knew well enough that the Roman
Catholio population of Baltimore was
Southern to a woman, and almost to a
man. I followed these ladies, and con.
trived to stop them without frightening
them. I conclude they felt I was a gen-
tleman by my address, and were not
influenced by the clothes philosophy. I
asked them to tell me the way to Reado
Streot-- They gave me clear but brief
directions. I raised my hat and walked
on,- - striking the shadow whenever
could, and fearing the glance of a po
liceman. I made mv way to Keade
Street, and pulled the bell of 181. It
was a house standing la a garden a
little back from the street, and an alley
ran along one side of the lot. An Irish
servantgirl answered my summons
That was a good omen. Irish servant-girl- s

were all sympathizers in their
way.

" Can I see Miss Fanny Lewis for a
moment r

'No; Miss Fanny's sent off gone
away. 1 no master is come e. .May
be our other Miss Fanny would do for
ye."

" Let me see her," I said,
She opened the door of a sort of

library or side sitting-roo- turned u
the gas and left me there.
looked at my torn clothes, my
Drowned nanus, my naggara lace.
and unshorn beard and hair; for
there was a large mirror over the fire-
place. As I stood waiting, I wondered
what impression I iltoulu produce en
tnat outer oiiss anny wnnn ne came,

Presently the door opened. A small
blonde woman entered. She was about
twenty-fiv- with a very pleasant face
Sho looked as frightened as I tult ray
self to be. Closing the door carefully,
sne eame close up to me, witnout
word.

"Who are your" she said, trembling.
"Madam,'' I answered, "I am Major

Danererneld, of the Confederate service
I know Miss Fanny Lewis to be a lady
very good to our poor fellows at Point
Lookout. 1 Know noDoay in Baltimore
1 come to ask your advice ana proteo
Hon." Anel 1 tola her my itory.

"Oh I" she cried, "I am the wrong
lady j you expected to see my sister-in-la-

Vou have run yourself into the
Greatest dancer. My husband, col
Lewis, has lust .received a staff appoint
ment here, under the Maior-Gener-

commanding in Baltimore. Ho does
not allow me to have anything to do
with treason or disaffection, lie is
Federal officer."

"I beg your pardon, madam," I said,
taking my hat; "I will go away at
once." r

"No, no," she cned, wildly, running
to the window as the bell rang. "It
too late; I hear my husband. That
him on horseback with his orderly. He
has only been in Baltimore a few hours,
and Fanny was sent away South before
he came. Go In there quick! "she ad-
ded, as a man's footsteps sounded in the
hall.

She onencd an inner door, and I en
tered a sort of laree closet or store-roo-

It had no window, but was lighted by a
kind of fanov lattice-wor- k at tne top of
the partition that divided it from the slt- -
trag-roon- i. uesidos tne auor turougn
which 1 entered. It bad two otners.
softly tried them both, and found them
fastened. The place was a sort of ante-
room, now used as a store oloset. It had
helves in it, and trunks and packing

tuues, broken articles of furniture, linen

laid np In lavender, and ladles' drosses
hung on pegs, it was lighted by a
glimmer nf gas from tlin f iltitig-rnoni- .

"iy tinning ranny I" said a voice;
anil 1 heard kisans kisses as natural
as If the man had been a HiMitlierner,
and not a blwiil-thlrs- Yank, whom
I was bound to liatn, to Inluro, and de
spise.

"Why, what's tho matter, lever" I
hoard him say to her. "Have you had
a chill r i on aro trembling all over.
You look I don't know how you look.
What is It, my sweet FanP"

"Nothing. What oould It beP" she
answered ; out I know, from the trem-
ble in her voice, that she was unused to
deceiving her colonel. I think, too. that
he probably perceived that something
lay concealod under her "nothing," for
ho did not press her to say more. He
sat down, and I think he drew her to
ward him.

" This is comfortable." he said. "This
is home, llus Is hotter than campaign-
ing. I have had a worrying day.
Claynole" (I Judged that was bis nred- -
eoossor) "has left everything in disorder
in nis department, and tnat Dusiness of
Fanny's has annoyed me beyond meas
ure- - It lays me open to suspicion, and I
hayo had local politicians at me about it
all day. How i anny oould have been
o Indiscreet, so unmindful of what was

due to my position! She seems to have
been forever doing something that hov-
ered, to say tho least of it, upon the
verge of treason. I hope, my Fannv.
you have had nothing to do with her
proceeuings."

"No, no, indeed!" cried his wife, ve-
hemently, with an accent of sincerity.
"I have always been so very careful,
because " Here she caine to a sud
den pause. I suppose the recollection
that she had Major Dangerneld, of the
Uonfederate service, hidden In her store
closet, broke unpleasantly upon her.

rme aaaca, in a lower tone, and with
a different accent, "I would not com
promise you for the world."

I wish t anny had tho same consid
eration. General 8 told me he was
very sorry to have to send her through
the lines, but that it had been absolutely
necessary. A little more, and she
would have got herself into the Old
Capitol Prison. The Union politicians
of this place have a keen scent for dis-
affection. It seems a policeman has
been detailed for some time past to
watch this house, and they had a string
of charges as long as ray arm against
her. Dear ! dear! If women only would
stica last to women 8 worK, and leave
rebellion and politics alone!"

"1 don't think fanny meant any
harm," said the wife, timidly. "She
used to send things to the prisoners,
but then that was allowed, bhe used to
get lots of letters j but I don't know
that she did anything worse."

"That is, she did not tell vou aH she
did," said the Colonel. " Well, so far,
I am obliged to her, for, if half I hear is
true, she was steeped in petty treason.
Most of it was petty nonsense no good
to tne cause sne wanted to serve. Her
imprudence has made my own position
here a very delicate one. I have written
to the commanders of all the prisons
not to lorwara to ner any letters that
may pass through their hands, and if
any do arrive, you had better burn them
without reading tnem unless you know
the ."

' Here came a oud ring at the front
door. The Colonel and nis wife moved
instantly apart, and a man came into
the room.

' Colonel. Good-eve- n

ing, madam. I called to tell you,
Colonel, that tnere's a dangerous char-
acter at large in Baltimore a rebel
agent on secret service and the Provost-

-Marshal has given strict orders to
secure him. If they catch him, they will
hang him sure, lie nas been traveling
as a spy an tnrougn our .northern cities,
and is cow on his way back to the South
with important papers and informa-
tion. It was thought he might have
come here to inquire about Miss Fanny.
uas any sucn person Deen here, Mrs.
Lewis P''

"No, sir," said the Inexperienced
equivocator, wiin a trctume in ner tone.

" Have you nad no stranger here this
av.ninirPe narsiatarl tha iriaitr,,

" t"" ' .... '
1 he answer was inaudible.
" One word with you aside. Colonel.

he said, as he rose to go. drawine
Colonel Lewis outside the parlor door
into the passage. " I don't want to be
disagreeable to Mrs. Lewis, but (this
Detween ourselves) tne policeman on
this beat says he saw a man answering
the description come in this evening at
your front door. I tell you because you
would not like a domiciliary visit from
the Provost-Marshal- ."

' Thank you, thank you. But I am
sure you are mistaken. Mrs. Lewis is a
lady of unspotted loyalty. If there be
any thing wrong, it is tho servants who
are concerned."

" Colonel Lewis," said the visitor, in
a stage whisper, " I don't like to de-
stroy your confidence in Mrs. Lewis.
but the gas was lighted in your parlor
before the blinds were down, and the
policeman saw him With Mrs. Lewis
standing on the hearth rug. I hope
you'll hnd it all as right as yon expect,
I'm sure."

The Colonel walked to the front door
with his visitor, and came back into the
sitting-roo- I knew that he was think-
ing, " There is no way of exit from this
room but by the door that I came in by
or the closet. She has the man in
there."

'These local politicians are both low.
bred and Impertinent," he said, as he
came back to her. " There would not
be a man with a good coat on his back
at large in Baltimore, if all their denun
ciations were listened to. Fanny, he
thinks ill of you. He thinks you would
compromise your husband. He says
there is a policeman watching our front
door."

Oh, Arthur," cried poor Fanny, " I
love you so dearly, indeed I do. and per
haps you will not believe me ! Oh, why
did Did he say they would be sore to
hang that man, that spy, if they arrest-
ed him P"

"Yes, and most Justly. A spy de
serves no mercy.

Oh I but, Arthur, think of Andre.'
" Well, Andre had no right to com

plain. It was the fate of war. It was
the stern duty of Washington."

" Yes, dear, every body says so ; but,
Arthur, I have never been able to love
Washington sinoe I read that story. And
the men who gave him up all women
always hale them."

"Thia ia childishness, mv dear wifn.
Would you rather have had West Point
taken by the British, Arnold triumphant
and rewarded, w asnmgton condemned
as the traitor f"

' No. no. of course not." she sobbed
Oh, Arthur, when I was a child onr

cat had four yellow kittens. They lived
under the porch, and were very wild.
But one of them trusted me, and used to
come out to me, and I was holding it In
my arms one day, when our hired man
came to me, all bloody, with his ax in
his hand ; my mother had said they must
be killed, and be had out off the heads
of the other three kittens, and I gave
him mine I let him take it, I wake np
even now sometimes at night ftri'l re.

mnmber how cruel I was to that poor
little yellow cat. It seems something
like murder."

" Fanny, this Is too foolish." said her
husband.

" I know It. I know It." she refilled.
But f raallv linllnvn I ahoiiWI Ioia mv

reason If I had to do the same thing over
again."

"J" anny," he said, sternly, "vou for
got yourself. I must remember my
duty, whatever yon do."

Alter this there was silence between
them. At length the husband said :

" I have a lone report to write to
night, Fanny, and accounts to cast np.
I must sit up very late. My poor wife,
go to bed."

" Yes, dear," she answorcd. submis
sively. I heard keys Jingling in her
basket as she moved across tho floor.

"No, Fanny," said her husband.
stopping her; "I may want something
from the cellaret. Leave me your
keys."

' xou will kill yourself with hard
work. Let us both go, love."

".No.no," said the Colonel. "Go
yourself; you have a headache.'

" flto, Arthur," she answered. "If
you sit up, I will stay too."

" It is of no use, Fanny."
" Still, I will stay here?'
' If I am going to sit up." said the

colonel, "i want my suppers."
"Let me get them," she cried, eag-

erly. "Sit down."
No, I'll eet them myself. Thoy

are in the closet, I know. Is it locked?
No. I see thrt It is not; the key is in
tne door."

He laid his hand noon the door han
die of my place of confinement. For
hall a moment he hesitated to turn it. I
heard Fanny sob. I think she caught
nun uy tne arm.

" Let me go, Fanny," he said,
"I must. You had better

go away."
Ho threw the door wide open. The

gaslight streamed in from the sitting
room. She rallied all her strength, and
came In after him.

Nothing met their eyes but the
dresses, the shelves, the rows of pickles
and preserves, the broken furniture, the
trunks, the linen in lavender. But
standing opposite the door, with Its
hinges toward them, they may have
seen a large Saratoga trunk, marked on
the Bido, in big white letters, "Miss
Faknt Lewis." Its lid was not quite
closed, the hasp having caught upon the
rim.

The Colonel drew back. Poor Fanny
perhaps fancied I had mysteriously dis-
appeared.

They took the slippers from the floor.
and went into the sitting-roo- There I
heard her coaxing him to go to bed ;

but there seemed some hardening of her
nusoand's neart toward ner, which
chilled her pretty persuasions.

"Fanny," he said at last, "if you In.
slst on sitting up with me, get me some
paper and an inkstand from your cham

There was no resisting this request.
which he made like a command to pick
up ner key Basnet, ana no must again
have checked her, for she exclaimed,
"Oh! I forgot; I beg your pardon,"
and left the room.

The moment she was gone, I heard
him rattle the keys. He put one or more
of thom Into his pocket. 1 heard, too,
a click, as If he were engaged in cock
ing his revolver. Then he remarked,
aloud: "The store-roo- has no win
dow. I have him safe. He must stay
there until morning, it a brave man,
he will keep quiet. Only a coward
would take advantage of her."

He pulled out his watch. "Half-pa- st

twelve," he said, as t anny came baok
again. What agony she may have felt
as she left me without protection, and
her husband exposed to my attack if I
were armed!

" Here is paper and ink," she said.
"Now go to bed, darling."
"No, love; I will sit up hore," and

she took her place upon the sofa.
Meantime no words can adequately

depict tne disoomiorts oi my situation.
1 Knew perfectly well that the Colonel
knew where I was, and that in good
time he was going to dispose of me. I
quite agreed with him that gratitude to
Mrs. Lewis required me to keep still. I
also knew that whatever plan he might
be laying for my capture, was to be
done in suoh a w as to spare his wife
as much as possible. I thought that for
her sake I had better let him work It his
own way. I only trusted I should be
able to prove to the Provost-Marsh-

that I was Major Dangerfleld, and not
tne secret agent I was supposed to De.
Meantime my physical sufferings were
almost unbearable. In the empty Sar
atoga trunk my position was inexpress-
ibly cramped and painful. I was per-
fectly conscious that the slightest noise
I matte would be heard by the husband
and wife in the sitting-roo- and I was
unwilling to disturb any hope the latter
might entertain that I was gone. My
plan was to wait till she was out of the
way, and then place myseii at tne dis-
posal of her husband.

Meantime a solemn silence seemed to
settle on the house and ab. the neighbor-
hood. My nerves had become so ex
cited that I could with ditllculty keep
myself from uttering involuntary ones,
Hour after hour I heard the deep
cathedral bell. Had it not been for the
hope I entertained, in common with the
Colonel, of saving Fanny's feelings from
a shock, and her wifehood from sus
picion, I should have oeme forth at once,
and have made an end of my misery,
Sometimes, as all around me seemed so
still I fancied that the married pair had
quitted the sitting-roo- But I felt that
if 1 tried to leave the house, watched as
I knew it to be, my capture on her door-
step would compromise her loyalty.

Time moved like eternity. At last the
morning market wagons began moving,
the dawn came peeping Into my retreat.
There was another violent pull at the
street door bell. I heard the Colonel
rouse himself to answer It. I heard
Fanny start up to her feet, while
'coarse voice oalled out loudly in the
passage,

' What ! up by peep of day, Colonel P'

"Yes; I had a report to write up
Claypole has left every thing in dis
order."

" I thought I'd let you know, Colonel
that that spy we were talking of last
night is in the hands of the Marshal. I
was mistaken about his being seen about
this place. The police got on the track
of him last evening, and took him at
that nest of secession, Mrs. Charles
Garey's."

As the street door closed upon this
visitor, I heard Fanny give a suppressed
sob.

"Then he was not hhnP" said her
husband, careless of grammar at that
supreme moment of reconciliation.

No, no," she cried. " He said he
was a poor prisoner who had jumped off
the train."

" Poor little Fanny ! brave little Fan !

said her husband, and I guessed, though
I oould not see, how he was comforting;
ner. " Let mis De a lesson to you not i
play with treason. Henceforward leave
it alone severely. Yon most be one with
me, dear wife, and such things are not
allowable in our ffo.ltign. Now go and

all Bridget, and toll h'r to ret break
fast. I must get to the oflice early.
And, Fanny," he added, " tell her Ui
slip down the alley the first Milng, and
hill Williams, who owns the dray, that
wnen ne nas names) up his horse for
bis day's work, I wish him to back up
to our side dior. I am detormlned
to get ritl of every thing that belongs
to my sister Fanny. I'll send her
trunk away. I'll clear the house of trea
son and secession. Tell Bridget that 1

say so. It may be a warning to her,
love."

n half an hour Bridget 'announced
the dray.

"Send In mv Orderly." said the Colo
nel, " and see if yon can see any thing,
around tho corner, of the policeman."

As Bridget was executing this order,
the Colonel entered the srore-roo- anil
closed the spring-loc- of tho trunk lid.

nave you the key of fannv s trunk.
my lovcP"

" I don't know."
"Give It to sne." he said, deoide.lv.

" Since your man is not iie , I share
your treason for this onoe, that hence-
forth you may always side with mo. a
nai pouceman," be added, as he threw
open the outer door of the store-roo-

which opened on the alley, ' will you
help the drayman and my Orderly to
get thlstrunkof my sister's on the dray?
She has been sont South, as you know,
and I decline to keep her things. Yes,
I suspect it may weigh over two hun-
dred pounds. It is ' powerful heavy,'
as you say. Hut that is the way always
with ladies."

By this time I was 7 hois ted on the
dray.

Now, Williams." said the Colonel
to the drayman, " carry this trunk to
Mrs. Legrand's. She is a friend of my
sister's, and a very Secesh lady. She
will no doubt know what to do with it.
Take the key, and desire her to open it
the moment it arrives. She must find
the way to send it to Miss Fanny if she
thinks it necessary.''

"All rin-ht- . sah." cried the voice of
the negro drayman.

l tainted, 1 suppose for want of air.
and knew no more till I found myself
surrounded by Southern ladies in the
back parlor of a house well known for
Southern sympathies and hospitality. I
told my name and story, only admitting
the adventures of the uight in Colonel
Lewis's store-roo-

" But how on earth did you get here
in ranny Lewis's trunk f The drayman
left the trunk and key, with the message
that the trunk was to be unlocked im
mediately."

'Ah, ladies," I cried, " It is too dan
gerous a secret. I dare not breathe it
into the ear of any one of yon."

" isut we know all kinds ot danger
ous secrets," pouted one fair lady.

l nave no aouDt you ao, and an
Dixie knows that you can keep them ;
but this one you must not ask me."

" 1 declare 1 believe that colonel
Lewis himself had something to do with
it."

" On my honor, ladies, I never saw
Colonel Lewis in my life. What does
he look like, anyhow?"

This question was never answered till
about six vears later, when I was intro
duced to Colonel Lewis on Pennsylvania
Avenue, tie took me to nis house in
Georgetown, whore I met both the Fan
nys. It is no disparagement to Mrs.
Iewis, nor is it base ingratitude, to say
that I love the Southern Fanny best,
for she has been my wife five years, and
Colonel Lewis is my brother-in-la-

Jlarpcr't Magazine.

Census-Taker- s' Stories.

One hundred and sixty-eig- men,
visiting all the residences in St. Louis.
could scarcely avoid coming across
many curious and interesting facts and
heating numerous amusing adventures.

1 he enumerator lor a curondeict dis
trict says he came across a woman of 80
years of age who said that she and her
parents were all born In that place, tie
found one family consisting of father and
mother and five sons, and each member
of the family was born in a different
State. The most amusing case was that
of an old French woman, who somehow
Imbibed the notion that the object of
the census was to provide means for
finding people who were lost. She
had three sons somewhere in the coun
try, but did not know where, nud hoped
the census-take- r would send on their
names to headmiarters and have the
lists overhauled that they might be
found.

WOMEN'S AGES.
One census-take- r said he had a great

deal of trouble to get some women
to report any thins near their real azes
They had an idea that the lists would be
published, names, ages and all. One
woman gave her age as 30 years and
that of her husband at 45. There were
several children, and after taking the
younger ones he eame to the eldest.
wnose age sne gave as zi years, "now
is thatP" Inquired he, "were you only
nine years old when that child was
bornP" The woman laughed, and said
he had caught her nicely that time. She
admitted that she was nineteen years
old at the birth of thechild, which made
her forty years old now.

MISTAKEN FOR PEDDLERS.
One of the difficulties encountered by

the enumerators arose from the fre
quency with which they were taken for
picture peddlers, which the large, flat
book carried bv them crave some color
to. It was no unusual thing for them
on entering a house to be greeted by the
wife with the exclamation " we don't
want to buy no pictures here.

" But, madam, I am not selling pict
ures.

" Well, we don't want to buy noth
ing."

' Madam, I have nothing to sell
am a census-taker.- "

' Well, we don't want no census
nuther. so you can just git."

After a long explanation the woman
comprehends what is wanted, and gives
the desired information

They are also frequently taken for as.
sessors or tax agents, and one suburban
enumerator says that several times when
be was seen to enter one nouse the in
mates of the neighboring ones either
ran away or locked themselves in and
refused to appear on any summons. St
Louit heputiltcan

A movement, originated by Sir An
drew Gait aud a few enthusiasts, is on
foot for a British emigration scheme on a
riirantio scale. The idea is a combina
tion of the leading . classes to help out
with aid from the State emigration to
British colonies, tor it is noted with
alarm that those now seeking elbow
room outside the strained and crowded
limits of England go to swell the growth
and irreatnoss of the unitta ntates. in
stead of aidinsr to build up the oohmios.
In fifteen years, out of two millions of

who left the United Kingdom forfieople
beyond the sea, only a quarter ol

a million went to Canada, seven out oi
every eight (1,760,000) going to the
United States.

London visiting cards are now
black wttu the name, printed In

PITH AND POINT.

A iirink In the morning Is for appe-
tite. A dnri drinks, later in the day,
are ior anotner appy light. n. u.

lnkur: "Whose 'ouse Is this. r"Gardener "Squire Noakes's." Tramp
"Do you think I could trot any thins--

there P'' Gardener "Well. 1 don't
know. The last o' your sort got twenty-on- e

days." ltndon Punch.
A omi. who Is d and cross

eyed and wears number eleven brogans
can be advertised all over the conntry
aa a Deaiitiiiu creature ny committing
some crime. Who ever heard of a fe
male horse-thie- f or a murderess who
wasn't Just lovely P Iloslon Fort.

A VOLNO man with an umbrella over
took an unprotected lady acquaintance
In the rain-stor- luesday after,
noon, on WashineVm Street, and
extending his umbrella over hor, re-
quested tho pleasure of acting as her
rain-oeat- i. " uh!" exclaimed theyoung
lady, taking his arm, "you wish me to
do your " 1 wo souls with hut

single umbrella, two forms that stepped
as one. notion utoite.

At an entertainment sriven lately by
the o (Juvenile) Club, a ten--
year-ol- d member was heard to aver that

he really did not care for this sort of
thing; a cigarette and a quiet chat were
more in his lino, i hose eins bored
him : they went for every follow so in
fernally violent now, he preferred to do
bis mashing himself; and, in fact, alto-
gether, he liked 'em mellow say about
thirty or so girls who knew what was
what: no green gooseberries for him."
A nice boy that for a small tea party.
nan rran ice letter.

An, there she stands. The pride of
our life, the hope of ourexUtence. Her
ringlets hang upon her shoulders in
careless droops, her great round eyes
peering into ine imure, anu me oioom
in her cheeks fresh from Nature's own
rouge box. Isn't she a darling P Well,
yes, she is rather; but when she runs
out to meet us and reminds us that we
forgot to order up dinner, we wish that
her childish voice wasn't pitched in
that penetrating key that brings all the
neighbors to the window to commis--
serale us on our forthcoming cracker-and-chec-

repast. New Haven Regis-
ter.

Appreciation of Shakspeare.

Actors and professional readers are
continually depreciated by certain per-
sons who are accustomed to aflirra their
ability to comprehend the lines of
Miakspeara much better in their own
closets than when uttered in the
theater. To any one acquainted with
what the actor's art has done and dees
toward making clear and impressive the
language, the characters, and the inci-
dents of Shakspeare's plays, assertions
of this kind seem the height of arro-
gance. It is, perhaps, quite impossible
to put the physical ideal of Hamlet or
Lar or llosahnd on the stage, but these
and other Shakspearean characters
embody in their stage representations
neany tnree centuries oi traditions
they are the culminative products of
many actors of genius ; and hence they
express not simply the conceptions of
one but of many minds. An actor
brings to the study of a Shakspearean
character not only the knowledge of
what other accomplished performers
before him have done, but he strenu-
ously endeavors, on his own part, to
find if posssible a more active mode of
portraying It than has hitherto been
known, lie adopts what is best in the
past, and is happy if he can succeed in
any fresh or better elucidation. It is his
art to express the passions in the most
effective manner possible. It is his
ousiness to discover tne tun meaning oi
every line he utters. It is his purpose
to make voice and gesture give every
shade oi leeling and every turn of
thought. The amateur can no more,
unaided, express or realize all the pos-
sibilities of a speech, than one unac-
quainted with music can sing a song or
play on an instrument. Actors often
spend weeks and even months in study-
ing a single speech, and even then they
find it impossible to utter it with all the
effect they desire, nntil after long prac-
tice. They crowd sometimes into a
single line or word a force and meaning
that only art combined with genius can
attain. We may be certain that the
persons who boast of their capacity to
read Shakspeare better than the actors
do are either wholly ignorant of what
nur actors do or are utterly insensible
to what really consititutes the art of the
stage. AppMon's Journal. '

A Nice Place to Live In.

Ths entomologist might make him-sel- f

happy in Morocco, if his enthusiasm
rose superior to the weaknesses of the
llesli, though it must be confessed that
che locusts would be a scourge to the
farming interest. Some Italian travel
ers, happening to have no taste in that
way, suffered and complained bitterly.
Exhausted as they were with heat and
hard riding, the anxiously expected
noonday siesta too often became a mat-
ter of form. Hardly had they stretched
themselves upon the ground, when they
were assaulted, tormented, stung upon
every side, as if they had chosen a bed
of nettles; caterpillars, spiders, mon
itrous ants, hornets and grasshoppers.
big, impudent and determined, swarmed
about them. Close by them was a
monstrous spider's web, spread over
some bushes like a sheet hung out to
dry. In other places they had warn-
ings of the evils to come, in the ominous
buzzing from the long grass. The ants
were moving in long black lines, beetles
were in bunches, and grasshoppers were
as thick as flies. It was impossible to
secure the tents from the intrusion of
monstrous spiders and lizards, and of
oentipedes half a foot long, while the
dinary domestk) bug abounded, and
was extraordinarily voracious. Snakes
.and scorpions were so common every
where that it seems a marvel that no
one of the party was bitten by them. As
for the locusts, with their innumerable
hordes, the account of their periodical
visitations is appalling. One of the at-

tendants described them with animated
eloquence, and from what-w- gather in
confirmation from other authorities, it
would be diiliuult for even an Oriental
to exaggerate their horrors. " A black
clond You can hear the noise from
afar off. They have their Sultan, the
Sultan Jeraad, who guides them. They
cross roads and fields, houses, duart
and woods. The cloud crows and
grows, and comes and comes, and eats
aud eats and eats, passes rivers, p

walls, passes fields: destroys grass,
flowers, leaves, fruit, grain, bark oi
trees, and goes and goes."

Census Babies.

Evert living child born between June
1. 1879. and Juno 1, 18M0, has a space
to itself in the columns of the
schedule devoted to this purpose, and
the month of its birth is given. These
little "census babies" wiU have a good
landmark to keeu their aees by. Ii any
one uf them lives to be 100 years old
or she will be a oeusus centenarian- .-
Boston 4ifrMr

Religious.

HELP.

"Tn wnrl.1 la full uf latwir,
It toll. In W" r tl na, ;

Yno tta ,

Uirt rou can make It .

A llttm nhlM la trrlnr
'I'o lilt s I'.mt:

(in ip tlin .,ipu.. u.ii'r
Aluntf ton Hear road.

A iiM, woman
Is tott'-rltia- ; on akinn;

Il'-- treint.lli.ff "trena-'- has failed hor,
(io offf.r nor your own.

Thotitfb llttla Ik. the. aetton.
Its heart thf liri aball

Anil Ilia ahnll U the wltiieas:
Ve dlrl It unto Mb."

CJiquj-- a r. HUhnrrlmn, In tM Cnu.
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DR. Guthrie's Way.

Wr.HR Dr. Guthrie living now the
theological seminaries would surely
levy on him for a course of lectures on
preaching. The man who knew how to
reach the heathen of the Cowgate with
the same Gospel discourses that de-
lighted the most learned church-goer- s

ol the Scotch Athens could have given
priceless counsel to young ministers.
Any one searching his' memoirs for the
eipianation of his great pulpit success
s arrested at once hy two facts which

stand out with most luminous distinct-
ness. The first is the thoroughness in
the preparation of his discourses. He
was not only painstaking and diligent
in gathering fresh and rich material for
them, but he wrote out every sermon at
icngtn anil men committed it to mem
ory! He wrote it out because he be
lieved that the preacher s message is of
such supreme importance that it should
nave the most perfect form be can give
it. Fluent beyond most men in extem-
pore discourse he would not trust the
uncertain inspiration of the moment to
clothe or shape his thoughts. He
committed the whole sermon to
memory because he would on
no conditions have the electric
communication between his eyes and
his hearers' broken by a manuscript.
He deemed it absolutely Impossible to
move an audience as powerfully by
reading a sermon as by speaking it,
Tho reading, the meditation, the social
intercourse, by means of which he sup-
plied the reservoir from which he drew
his rich material, had their own hours,
and a full allowance of them, every day.
But he gave the three or four best morn-
ing hours, six days in a week, wholly
to the work of putting his sermon on
paper and committing it to memory.
That he might cultivate a speaking
style in composition he wrote aloud,
with an imaginary audience before him.
That the words might have the more
freshness for himself in the final utter-ano-e,

and so be more likely to rouse his
hearers, he committed in silence. This
practice of committing was also of
double service in testing his work. He
found that the passage which did not
stick to his memory easily did not,
commonly, make much of an impression
on his listeners. 1 hereiore, in writing
his sermons, he left every other page
blank, that he might have ample space,
in this further revision, for any chances
that would make his statements more
lucid, his descriptions more graphic.
his appeals more pathetic for tilling it
up, as he was wont to say, " with what
would both strike and stick."

The other characteristic was his ex
ceedingly effective use of illustrations.
At the outset be seemed to have no
greater gifts in this direction than most
ministers. Hut he was quick to recog-
nize what frequent and potent use the
Old Testament prophets made of meta-
phors and stories in delivering their
message, and to mark how freely He
who spake as never man spake used
parables, and analogies, and the inci-
dents of daily life, to illustrate His dis-

courses. He concluded that most oth-
er men and women were much of the
same mind as the old lady who declar-
ed that the best parts of the Bible for
ner were "the iiLes. And he set
himself with all determination to learn
how to illustrate the truth hew to
make his message clear, vivid,
berahle. His success was most com
plete. Illustrations of singular force
and ireshness came to him, as soon as
he had trained himself to see them,
from earth and air and sea, from the
commonest experiences of daily life.
from the most lamiliar pages of history.
ivindied by them now the trutn named
as he held it before his hearers! The
scenes which he depicted were so life-
like that they sometimes seemed to
stand in reality before all eyes. Speak
ing at one time ot the perils oi tne im-
penitent life he described a shipwreck
and the launching of a life-bo- to save
the imperiled crew. He made the
tragic scene so real that a young naval
otbeer, sitting in the congregation.

imped to his feet and began pulling off
is coat tohelp man the t, utterly

forgetting where he was. President
(Josh tells ot a public meeting at wmcu
be himself was present in which Guth-
rie's stories and illustrations had alter-
nately and repeatedly moved the peo-
ple to laughter and to tears. At last a
man rose from his seat, holding his.
aching sides while the tears were still
undried on has cheeks, and saiH,

Flease, Maister Unthrist stop! We
can stand this sae laager." But

not by any means a mere story-
teller. Sir William Hamilton pro-
nounced him the best preacher he eer
heard, and when some one in reply
thus remark criticised1 him as not
aU, the great logician answered, " He
has the best kind oi logic; there t

one step between nis premise andt
elusion."

Good ComrHtnn does not say that all
young miaiatters should take Dr. Guth
rie as thetr model, lint it begs do- eaai
their attention specially to the

labor which was the price tbat
erest tireachor eladly paid for the pow
er of reaching men, and incidentally
the simple but vivid lorm l wnica ne
broturb.1 the truth home lo tnem. in
these days the best religious literature
of the sl'bs is. as never before, in reaoh
of the people who sit in the pews. Io
minister can hold his own who does
slouohy work in his sermons. He can-
not expect his hearers to care nioch for
his message if ho does not care enough
for it himself to put it in the best form
he possibly can.

No more, on the other hand, can peo-
ple who give their minister too muoih
work to do expect him to do good
work. While the changing times ceera

he to demand more and more from
preacher every year in the way bf
pit prepi'tUUu, they seem also

multiply ths duties that rob him ol
the time and strnngth, that he beeOs
fur mieh preparation. Dr. Iliilhrie
himself during the earlier years ot
his ministry wrntn ami preached but
one sermon a week, lo write two
sermons a week he pronounced, even In
his old age, "a serious task for any
man and an almost Impossible task for
a raw young man to do well." He
quoted his friend and parishioner Hugh
Miller, no mean judge in such matt.!-- ,

as expressing wonder how a minister
could come forth Sunday after Sunday
with even one good and finished dis-
course, and was much of the same
opinion as Robert Hall In his answer to
the question of some' one who asked
him how many sermons ho thought a
minister might get np each Week. " II
he is a deep thinker and great

was Hall's reply, "he may get
up one; if he is an ordinary man. two;
but if he is an ass, sir, be will produce
half a dozen!" Happy is the ministef
who has Dr. Guthrie knack for hard
work and who does not lind more hard
work laid on him than he can possibly
do. (Jood Company.

Gems of Thought.

Stroxo in the goodnoss of his cause,
with his face to the throne of God and
his foot on the rock of truth, a man can
stand against the world.

The man- who strives to put some-
thing into the world that shall make il
better, not simply seeking to get the
most possible out of it, never has hii
head bothered over the que-ttio- whethel
life is worth living. It is the greedy
life, and not the generous one, that hai
doubt as to the worth of existence.
UoUUn Itule.

Whe death, the great reconciler,
has come, it is never our tenderneaf
that we repent of. but our severity.
This we should always boar in mind,
and by keeping bitter words from oui
lips, drive them from our hearts. Love
we can never regret, but hate may fill
ail our lives with bitterness. Then let
tM cultivate jre. which is the "charity"
of Christian good-wil- l.

Tiiomas-a-Kemi'i- s, who died Just on
hundred years before the German Re-

formation, is said to be the author ol
this prayer: "Give me a clear under-
standing against all error, a clean hear!
against all impurity, a right faith againsl
all doubtfulness, a firm hope against all
diffidence, fervent charity against all
indifference and negligence, grrat

against all disturbance, holy
meditation against every filthy imagin-
ation, continual prayer against the
devil's assaults, good occupation against
the tiresomeness and drowsiness of tne
heart, and lastly, a devout remembrance
of Thy holy passion against the wound-
ing of the soul by vices. Assist me, 0
my God, with all these. Thy good gifts,
and confirm me in all Thy holy words.
Amen."

The Clerks Who Rise.

Makt clerks continue in subordinate
positions all their lives, because they
are of no special value to their em-
ployers. If a clerk wishes to rise, be
must make his services so valuable to
the house that 'hey can't afford to da
without them. It is not enough, in
order to acquire this special value, to
be nanny and willing, lie must also
gain such a knowledge of the business
as to be master of all its details.

Sir Joshua Walmsley, a rich merchant
of Liverpool, began as a clerk on a sala-
ry of forty pounds a year. His employ-
ers were grain merchants, and the
young man, determined to rise, set
about acquiring a knowledge of grain.
The man who had charge of the ware-
houses of the linn prided himself on
knowing grain better than any one in
Liverpool. Finding the clerk anxious
to learn, the old warehouseman was
willing to teach him. Twice a week,
before breakfast, and long before office
hours, they would go together to the
stores and ships. "Old Peter," as he
was called, would show his pupil sam-
ples of various kinds of grain. At first,
the number bewildered the youth. But
perseverance enabled him in time to
master all the mysteries of grain, such
as quality, weight, condition and origin.
Old Peter would take a handful of all
sorts of grain, English, Irish, Scotch,
American, European, and spreading
them on a table, ask his pupil to tell all
the characteristics of each sample. No
one knew of these earl- - lessons, and
the employers wondered at their clerk's
knowledge of the business. Customers
soon found out that the youth knew
more about grain than any one in the
establishment, and consulted him. One
day the firm's "traveler" and salesman
resigned. It was the best position in
their employ, and they at once pro-
moted voung Walmsley to it. His su-

perior knowledge of the business justi-
fied their jumping him over jt.' heads
of the other clerks. The rise?" though
a great one, found the youth abundant-
ly able to meet its responsibilities He
h ad so trained himself that his employ-
ers recognized bis value. W hen the
term oi his clerkship expired, several
oilers of partnership were made bim,
one of which he accepted. He rose to
wealth aad honor, because- ne matte
himself valuable to his employers.
Youth' Companion.

A Young Widow.

A cetstaii census enumerator of this
city called, upon a woman, the other day
who resumes, not lar iroin me- capivoi.
and propounded the usual questions as
by law durected. Ine woman said sb:
was a wndw, her age was twenty-ti- yl

and her husband died two years
The faithiul recorder, m reaoivi
nanus- - oa the woman a aeswn nxl a
and hie- occupation when al
miseti ttaat he must hawa-- boet
tive-- , ii not the same Mr. B-

a inmaber of the Ouo Hani
Sweaty-sevent- h New York V
during the war. .A oooverai
sneak when finally the eaurua
noecntly asked if her hstxuul
sane- Mr. B - who. died 'war. saying that ha hiuaejaK

Wr of the same rogirae'
was well acquaint 1 wit4
widow, in a au.i4ilir'
"Oh, yes, but that w

The amusing part J
the man has been ilea,
years, and if the wisnw
live, she became a wiriy
age of eight years. a

There, were 20,lJ
twenty universities ot
the winter semester It.
of mors than 1,000 ap
bers, aowever, were
fows: Berlin, S,60t
Munich, 1,806; Bres
I.Qbo; Tubingen, ',4
Bonn, rWl; Wurzbur-7L'2- ;

Konigsberg, VY

Greitswald. bil; He
langen, 481; Jena, 4.

BrcUrjraii'). S91; Giessv
and Rostock, 19ii. K

students. 8,624 bejorgt
the sophiual faculty, 6,

3,7til to the med'Ctal,
to ' theological,


